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"What's brown and sticky?" asks Steven with a huge smile. Slash eyes him warily. 

"| don't know," he says. 

"A STICK!" Steven yells and doubles over laughing at his own hilariousness. 

Slash stares at him before sniggering loudly and then bursting into hysterical, braying laughter, which he 
follows up by falling off the couch and rolling helplessly on the floor. Axl, ever the serious one, tries 
desperately to pretend that he doesn't find this funny in the least, but ends up cackling like a hyena as his 


arms flail about wildly. 


"A stick!" Slash giggles, pounding his fist against the floor. 


"A stick!" Axl agrees idiotically, face red as his hair. 


Izzy sighs. The combined ig. of those present in this room right now probably doesn't enter double figures. He 
is, of course, not including himself in the equation. Yes, they're all drunk, but this does not excuse rampant 
stupidity. Deciding he's far too bright for his present company, he leaves them to it, not that any of them 
notice. He's going to see if Duff is done with his shower. 


Given that he's often opened doors to have one or more of his bandmates fall out on top of him, Duff is 
pretty nonplussed to find Izzy's prone form on his bedroom floor. He nudges him gently with his foot, just in 
case he's dead, and is satisfied with the answering grunt. 

Izzy props himself up on his elbows and stares at Duff . 


"You're ridiculously tall," he states with a yawn. 


Duff doesn't really know what to say to this so he steps over his friend and pulls on a pair of well worn sleep 
pants. 


"Not being antisocial or anything lz, but what the fuck are you doing lying on the floor of my room?" he 


questions. 
"Have you been downstairs tonight?" Izzy asks and Duff snorts. 


"No. | scaled the roof to get in cos | pretend to be a super hero in my spare time. Of course I've been 


downstairs, you twit," he replies. 


Izzy looks slightly affronted but then proceeds to tell Duff the stick joke. Bewildered, Duff considers calling ‘Il 
because he doesn't know the number of the loony bin off hand and it's obvious Izzy is experiencing some kind 


of breakdown. 


‘Its a Steven joke," Izzy tells him exasperatedly, "which Slash and Axl found so fucking hilarious they rolled 
around on the floor laughing. So | left them to it and decided to go to bed instead" 


"Oh," says Duff sagely, "but that still doesn't explain why you're in my room." 
Izzy lights up a cigarette and doesn't offer the pack. Duff considers this very rude but says nothing. 


"In case you haven't noticed, Axl is drunk," Izzy says testily. "Which means that at some point he'll come to 
bed and insist on waking me up. Then he'll talk at me. For hours. Without stopping. He'll end up getting wildly 
insulted when | don't give him my full, rapt attention and pinch me til my arms are bruised. Slash snores like a 
fucking freight train and foghorn combined and Steven will probably end up pissing in his bed so that rules out 
their room. Yours was the only option left," he finishes, finally offering Duff a cigarette who grabs it like a 


drowning man would grab a lifebuoy. 

Floor's gonna be pretty uncomfortable, not to mention cold," Duff says as he sparks up and Izzy's confused. 
lm not sleeping on the floor. The bed's plenty big for both of us. You're a lousy host, McKagan," he says. 
Duff drags on his cigarette. "My bed's no bigger than a coffin," he states, "but you're welcome to squeeze in 
Not like we haven't all slept on each other at some point. Just don't hog the blankets, Stradlin," he warns, 
climbing into the bed and scooting over to make room for Izzy, who climbs in too. 


"Don't get cuddly Duff," Izzy rejoins as they both settle in. 


Its a squeeze but surprisingly comfortable and very warm. They're both lying on their sides, back to back and 
Duff is just drifting off when Izzy begins to shake wildly. 


Startled, Duff turns over and snarls, "Izzy, | swear if you're jerking off, I'm gonna kick the crap out of you!" 
Izzy responds by shaking even harder and then rolling on to his back, wiping helplessly at his eyes. 


‘lm not jerking off," he wheezes. "I'm laughing at Steven's stick joke. It's pretty funny now that | think about it," 
he says. 


Duff sighs. 
"Go to sleep, you moron," he says. 
"I will if you spoon me," Izzy jokes and is completely startled when Duff does just that. 


He makes to slap Duff's arm away but the blonde just giggles and holds him tighter. Izzy gives up and relaxes 
in Duff's hold. His last thought before falling asleep is, "We should do this more often" 
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Tonight's gig sucks balls. Huge, hairy balls. Even Double D Debbie, who comes to all their shows and usually 
swoons in delight if one of them so much as sneezes on stage, is not impressed. She has crossed her arms 
over her ample bosom and is giving them some very reproving looks. Izzy wants to shove his guitar up her 
nostrils. Or anyone's guitar, mainly because Steven's kit won't fit up there. 

They're all at fault really. Slash and Steven both suck because they're half pissed, Izzy is indifferent, Axl's 
vocals are so off key that several dogs in the vicinity are hunched over howling in apparent pain and Duff is 
so exhausted after working a double shift at the restaurant that he actually dozes off a little while leaning 
against a slightly unsteady Slash. 

They troop offstage to a chorus of jeers and catcalls which are lead by Double D Debbie. 

"What a bitch," thinks Izzy. "lm never letting her blow me again" 


In their dressing room-bathroom-storage area, Axl is wearing his "Everybody here is at fault except for me," 


face and begins to loudly berate his bandmates. 
A semi comatose Duff slides down the filthy wall and flaps his hands in his general direction. 
"Go fuck something," he says, "I don't want to listen to your shit right now." 


Axl storms out, but not before telling them all that he wishes the fleas of several thousand camels would 
infest their armpits. 


Slash very kindly offers to piss in the singer's cornflakes on everyone's behalf. 


"We don't have any cornflakes,” Steven says dolefully as he twirls a drumstick before poking himself in the eye 
with it and owwing loudly. 


"| need a shower," Duff announces, climbing slowly to his feet. 
"So does Slash, but you don't hear him banging on about it," Steven tells him. 


"No," Izzy agrees. "We just get the pleasure of his stench instead." 


Slash grins widely, threatens to piss in all their cornflakes and then helps load their gear into Duff's truck. 
They decide to leave Axl at the club and face his wrath tomorrow instead. 


Half an hour later, including one unscheduled stop to physically assault Steven when he refuses to quit doing 
his "Big Bird" from "Sesame Street" impersonation, they're home. 


Once inside, Izzy, Slash and Steven head for the kitchen (where the wine, that just happened to fall off the 


back of a delivery truck and right into their outstretched arms a few days earlier), is stashed. 

Duff meanwhile, stands at the foot of the stairs, wondering when it became Mt. Everest and trying to figure 
out how to get to the top without faceplanting somewhere in between. With a huge sigh, he begins the arduous 
ascent. 

Back in the kitchen, Steven has started loudly and incessantly humming the "Smurfs" theme tune, completely 
ignoring the murderous looks he is getting from Izzy. Slash wisely hides all two of their sharp implements 


before slapping Steven round the head. This does not deter the drummer however, and he increases his 


volume. 
Slash then threatens to tell Izzy about “that thing" and Steven looks horrified 

"You wouldn't!" he breathes. 

"| would Slash replies and walks off. 

"Wait!" yells Steven "what thing?" and hurries after Slash. 

Izzy is left bewildered and alone in the kitchen, whereupon he decides the lesser of two evils is to go to bed 
Duff crawls out of the shower, dries himself off as best he can with a very threadbare towel, pulls on a clean 
pair of boxers, brushes his teeth and then trudges to his room, where he finds Izzy propped up on his bed, 


bottle of wine in hand. 


"You didn't think | was gonna sleep in my own room tonight when Axl's on a crazy streak, did you?" asks Izzy, 


and Duff shakes his head in reply. 


lzzy offers him the wine as well as a cigarette and Duff decides that he likes generous lzzy very much and he 


can sleep in his bed anytime. 


They discuss tonight's gig for a few minutes and then Duff climbs over Izzy and onto the bed. He's asleep in 


seconds. 


Izzy waits til his cigarette is smoked down to the butt before he slides down the bed and lies on his back. 


Turning his head, he looks at Duff. A lock of blonde hair is hanging over his eyes and Izzy reaches out without 
thinking to tuck it gently back. He surprises himself by not stopping his ministrations and strokes his thumb 
along the shell of Duff's ear. He is even more surprised when he realises that Duff's bleary eyes are open and 
looking straight at him. 


"Sorry," he says, pulling his hand away. 
"Don't be," Duff whispers, reaching for Izzy's hand and guiding it back towards his face. "S'nice. Don't stop." 


Izzy nods and watches as Duff falls asleep. The last thought in his mind as he drifts off is, "What is this and 
why doesn't it feel weird?" 
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It's late, it's Sunday and it's raining. If ever there has been an excuse to get drunk, this is it. 


And so they do, with huge enthusiasm but precious little elegance. The entire place reeks of booze, weed, 


cigarette smoke and something else Izzy can't quite place but is most likely serious BO. 

Not that it matters. He is amusing himself greatly watching his friends at play. 

Slash is flat out on his back on the dingy floor, having a very animated conversation with the empty space 
next to him. Axl is braiding Steven's hair, surreptitiously swigging from Slash's JD every now and then, keeping 
a slightly fuzzy watch on the guitarist while doing so. 

Steven is glued to the television, periodically shouting obscenities at a programme that seems to feature a lot 
of very beautiful sunsets. Quite why Steven would feel motivated to shout obscenities at such a thing is 
beyond Izzy's comprehension so he just shrugs and continues slugging his tequila. 

"Pack of fuckers!" Steven yells violently as the tv. flashes up an image of geese flying in v formation 


"Yes," says Axl, "yes, they arel" and continues his foray into hair styling. 


"| wasn't there. They can't pin it on me," mutters Slash, waving his fist menacingly at the air that surrounds 
him. 


Izzy wisely moves to the other end of the sofa on the off chance that Slash might suddenly get combative. 


Just then, the front door opens and the only member of the band who actually has a job and is therefore 
lumbered with the responsibility of feeding them, walks in. 


"Duff! You're home. That's fantasticl!" yells Axl in delight, beaming broadly. 
Duff is slightly disturbed by this greeting and takes a step backwards. 


"Fucking geese are all bastards, Duff! Bastards, I'm telling you," slurs Steven and Duff's sense of disturbance 
kicks up a notch. 


"Duff, man, you know | wasn't there. Tell them! Tell them | wasn't there," implores Slash from the floor. 


Duff stares at his bandmates and then turns to Izzy who is grinning from ear to ear, obviously enjoying the 


mayhem he's surrounded by. 


"Did "Invasion of the Body Snatchers" happen while | was at work?" asks Duff and Izzy bursts into laughter, 
just as Steven hurls a bottle at the tv, missing it by several feet and cursing wildly. 


Duff gives Izzy a "watch this!" look and clears his throat. 


"If you guys are hungry, | managed to snag a bag of really decent leftovers from work Gonna put it in the 


kitchen," he says. 
"Invasion of the Body Snatchers" immediately becomes "Night of the Living Dead." 


Slash, Axl and Steven haul themselves into upright positions, mouths open, arms outstretched and begin a 


shambling-shuffle type walk in Duff's direction 


"Izzy! Help me, you fucker!" yells Duff as he stumbles backwards, bag of food in hand, genuinely fearing for his 
life. 


Izzy grabs his tequila and follows the horde. 


Duff makes it to the kitchen unscathed where he holds the bag over his head, delighting in the knowledge that 


no one else is quite tall enough to snatch it from him. 
"Food. Now. Or you diel" drools Steven menacingly. 


In a moment," says Duff prissily. "First, you all get to tell me how wonderful | am AND you have to promise 
to unclog the toilet the next time it backs up." 


This is greeted by enthusiastic nods and shouts of "Dude, you rule! Now give us the fuckin’ food!" 

Satisfied, Duff hands over the bag and watches as it's ripped open, contents fallen upon in a style more 
commonly seen in the Serengeti. He's already been fed at work so he settles for a bottle of cheap, gut rotting 
vodka and a cigarette. 

Izzy nudges him gently. 


"Mind if | sleep in your room tonight?" he murmurs, nodding his head in a very drunk Axl's direction. 


‘Course not," Duff murmurs back with a grin. "You'll have to play with my hair again though. Maybe even give 


me a back rub this time." 


With that, he winks and heads upstairs, leaving a slightly flustered Izzy in his wake. 


"Backrub?" thinks Izzy as his mind starts running riot. Why does that thought sound so appealing? And why is 


it not weirding him out? 
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Its a week before Christmas, positively freezing and the bar he's in could not possibly be any deader, unless it 


was an actual morgue . Sighing, Izzy swallows the remains of his drink and decides to go home. 

I+ will most likely be freezing there too but at least it should be lively. He steps out into the night, whereupon 
he is immediately assaulted by stinging rain and biting cold. Shoving his hands in his pockets, he ducks his head 
against the onslaught and heads for home, feeling much like an Arctic explorer who is totally under dressed 
for such a journey. 

By the time he reaches their humble abode, he is thoroughly frozen and miserably wet. Pushing open the 
front door, he stops dead in his tracks. Someone has wrapped a balding length of tinsel around the remains of 
their long dead houseplant and it is, without a doubt, the single most pathetic thing Izzy has ever seen. He 


feels a cloud of depression hovering over him and quickly ducks inside to avoid it. 


In the living room, Axl is sitting cross legged on the floor, furiously scribbling on what looks like a piece of 


cardboard from a cereal box. Intrigued, Izzy moves closer and peers over Axl's shoulder. 

"Whatcha doing, Ax?" he enquires. 

"Gnmh. Blek," says Axl in an irritated tone and Izzy is puzzled, 

"Erm.. what?" he asks, scratching at his head. 

"Gnmh. Blek," repeats Axl, looking at Izzy as if he's a complete half wit and then turning back to his scribing. 


Izzy shrugs and decides that maybe he should try the kitchen to see if they have coffee or anything that 


might warm him up a little. He throws his coat in the general direction of the sofa and leaves the room. 


In the kitchen, he finds Steven. Wrapped in fairy lights. Plugging himself in and out of the wall socket and 
laughing hysterically as said fairy lights flicker on and off. 


Stunned, Izzy backs out the door just as Slash comes bursting into the house, looking slightly frantic. 


"Outta the way, fucker! | need a shower!" he yells and then thunders up the stairs towards the bathroom. 


Izzy is now completely astounded Axl is incommunicado, Steven is attempting to electrocute himself and Slash 


is showering? Without being forced to? What the fuck is wrong with the world tonight? 
"Okay. Calm yourself," Izzy thinks. 


Duff's truck had been parked outside. That means he's here somewhere, probably in his room, hopefully being 


normal because Izzy seriously needs someone to talk to. 

He climbs the stairs, approaches Duff's room cautiously, raps twice on the door, opens it and then pokes his 
head inside. He is relieved to find his friend sprawled out on the bed, chugging on a bottle of vodka, looking very 
Duff like and not at all insane. 


"Hey, lz! Come on in," says Duff with a genuine smile and Izzy accepts the invitation, locking the door behind 
him to keep out the madness. 


Duff's space heater is on and the room is warm, much to Izzy's delight. He sits on the bed next to Duff and 
looks at him . 


"I think the world might be ending," he says gravely, warming his hands in front of the heater. 
Duff cocks his head to one side and regards Izzy curiously. 


"In that case, we should go out in style," he replies and then hands Izzy the mostly full vodka bottle before he 
reaches under the bed, pulls out another and brandishes it triumphantly. 


"Stole a case from work. Don't tell anyone," he whispers conspiratorially and Izzy solemnly crosses his heart, 
swigging from his bottle and revelling in the resultant warmth that spreads through him. 


Kicking off his boots, he lays down next to Duff and turns on his side to face him. 


"This is getting to be a habit," he says and smiles at Duff who moves closer, ghosts his lips over Izzy's and 
suddenly, they're kissing. Awkwardly and a little sloppy but kissing nonetheless. 


It feels so completely right and normal that Izzy is dumbfounded. He cups Duff's face and deepens the kiss 
before he pulls back. 


"Wait .. Duff, wait a minute," he says a little breathlessly. "What about the others?" 
Duff stares at him. 


"| like ‘em all well enough, lz. Just not enough to do this with them," he replies playfully and Izzy punches his 
shoulder lightly. 


"You know what | mean, McKagan. What if they find out?" 

Duff sits up a little and puts on his "I'm very wise" face. 

"Okay," he says. "Right now, Axl's working on a bunch of lyrics, which means that he's only going to 
communicate in a series of grunts and clicks for at least a week, if not longer. Slash is so obsessed with 
getting this Brenda chick to blow him that he's showering voluntarily. And Steven.. well, | had to tie his shoe 
laces for him yesterday so l'm pretty sure we're not in any danger there," he finishes and Izzy can only laugh. 


"So how do we do this then?" he asks. 


"Maybe we should just see what happens," Duff whispers and Izzy decides this is possibly the greatest idea in 
the history of the world. 


They continue kissing, slowly undressing each other and manoeuvring on the bed until Duff is on his back, Izzy 
hovering over him, both of them so worked up they can hardly breath through the kisses which have gone 
from soft and clumsy to wet and hard. Then Izzy rolls his hips against Duff, eliciting a low whimper. Delighted, 
he does it again and this time, Duff outright moans. 

"Do that again," he begs and Izzy happily complies, grinding against Duff who eagerly pushes back. 


Licking a wet stripe across his palm, Duff manages to wrap a large hand around both of them and then its 


over, embarrassingly quick. 


He literally gives three or four hard, fast tugs and they're both spilling all over Duff's hand and stomach, 


swallowing each other's gasps and whimpers, breathing heavily and grinning dopily. 
Izzy leans his forehead against Duff's and then presses a soft kiss to it. 


"We are so doing that again," he breathes and Duff vigorously nods his agreement as Izzy slides off him and 
onto his back. Lighting up two cigarettes, Duff puts one in Izzy's mouth and strokes his thumb over his lips. 


‘lm glad you like my bed, lz. None of this would have happened if you didn't," he says with a grin 
"Me too, Duffy. Me too," says Izzy and giggles idiotically as Duff pinches him for using the nickname. 


Finishing their smokes, its not long before they're wrapped around each other again, sharing tiny kisses before 
falling asleep. 
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Axl has called a band meeting. A very important one, apparently. It will take place in the kitchen at 4pm (give 
or take several hours depending on each individual band member's state of health at that time). 


It's 4pm. They're all here. Except for Axl 

"How unusual," thinks Slash. "Not 

A tornado of red and rage comes barging in shortly after and plants itself in front of the fridge 
"Im here,” Axl announces and Slash sniggers. 


"That's great. Since we're stating the obvious, | would like to say that Steven's drunk and Izzy stinks," he 


chirps, folding his arms across his chest and grinning maniacally at his friends. 


"That's pretty rich coming from you, Slash," says Izzy in a disbelieving tone. "| dare you to sniff your fuckin’ 
armpits. Go on, | dare you. If the stench doesn't knock you out, I'll do the job myself." 


This causes Slash to go into paroxysms of laughter. 

‘Izzy, man," he wheezes, "you couldn't knock out a fuckin’ nun!" and wipes helplessly at his eyes. 

Izzy is insulted. Extremely insulted. So insulted in fact, that as soon as this bullshit meeting is through, he's 
going to go find a nun and knock her clean out. Maybe take a few polaroids as proof. That'll show Slash, the 
smug bastard. He glowers in the guitarist's direction 

Axl ahems loudly and then proceeds to clear his throat in a theatrical and very prolonged fashion. Duff gets up 
and helpfully thumps him on the back. Right between the shoulder blades. Hard. Axl pitches forward, barely 
managing to right himself against the table and then moves away from Duff as swiftly as possible, eyeing him 


wari ly. 


Steven continues swigging from his bottle, totally oblivious to the fact that he's sitting with his back to 


everyone else, drunkenly wondering when the others are going to get here. 


Ok," says Axl, now standing a safe distance away from Duff. "I called this meeting cos | want to reiterate that 


we ARE going to be the biggest fucking band on the planet. Also, it's highly likely that we're going to die of 


starvation before the weekend, so we have to do the unthinkable and look for work." 
The others stare at him. Except for Steven, who is still facing in the opposite direction and swigging merrily. 


"Um.. Axl?" Duff says, rising from his seat and watching in confusion as the redhead backs away from him, "l 
actually have one of those job thingies and I'm not really up for getting another cos l'm fucking exhausted as it 


is.” 


"That's ok, Duff. | wasn't including you in the general job hunting scheme," Axl replies. 


Duff beams at him, wrenches open the fridge and hauls out a bottle of vodka Then he hops onto the counter 
and begins chugging like his life depends on it. Axl is faintly amused but maintains his distance. 


"Right. Any ideas, guys?" he asks, looking at Slash and Izzy and the back of Steven's head. 

Izzy pretends to be deep in thought, fingers steepled together on his chin 

"Waitll I've got it! he yells suddenly. "l'm going to apply for a managerial position in investment banking while 
Slash tries out for the Lakers. You and Stevie are both obvious choices for careers in corporate law. There! 


I've solved all of our problems in one fell swoop." 


Duff spews vodka all over his shirt before doubling over in hysterics. Slash thumps his fist against the table 
and laughs like a donkey. A drunk donkey. Axl just glares. 


“Thanks for your input, Stradlin. You dumb fuck," he snarls. Izzy gives him a thumbs up and grins idiotically. 


"Aww, c'mon, Ax. Don't be like that. | was just kidding. Why don't we all sit down, have a drink and see what we 


can come up with," he offers and Axl reluctantly agrees. 


God knows how much time later, they're plastered and have run a complete gamut of jobs from astronaut to 


zoo keeper, none of which they deem suitable to their particular skill set. 
"So, then," slurs Axl. "We've been here for hours and all we've managed to conclude is that nuns are not safe 
around Izzy, Steven's a fuckin! moron, Slash smells, I'm a dictator and Duff is the only one of us with a job. | 


think we can safely say that we're all gonna die," he finishes and then faceplants on the table. 


"In that case, welcome to the jungle, baby!" Slash yells before he sniffs his armpit and passes out, much to 


the delight of Izzy. 
Standing unsteadily, he grabs Duff by the arm and hauls him upright. 


"Let's go knock out some nuns!" he says excitedly, grinning dopily at Duff, who grins back just as dopily. 


I'd much rather go to bed, Iz," he says. "Besides, it's far too late for nuns to be out," and Izzy has to concede 


this point. 


They can go nun hunting tomorrow instead, he decides. With that, they both sway up the stairs, wrapped 
around each other and giggling like a pair of teenagers, before they stumble into Duff's room, fall onto the bed 


and pass out without so much as a good night kiss. 


"Hmmm," thinks Steven from his vantage point on the floor outside the room he shares with Slash. "What's 


that all about?" before he too, passes out. 
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Steven is confused. Very confused, Normally, this would not bother him at all, given that he spends much of 
his time in a state of confusion and has learned to live with it, but what he's looking at right now is just plain 


odd. In fact, this past week has proven extremely odd, particularly where Duff and Izzy are concerned. 


A few days earlier, he had walked into the kitchen to find Duff plastered up against the fridge, Izzy plastered 
up against Duff and both of them engaged in what looked like a very heated liplock. 


"What the fuck are you guys doing?" he'd asked, scratching at his head and staring at them in disbelief. 


At the sound of his voice, Duff and Izzy had jumped apart, Izzy glancing around wildly before he had pointed at 
Duff and frantically yelled, "He wasn't breathing! | was resuscitating him!" 


Duff had nodded vigorously, eyes huge, before saying, "Yeah! | just stopped breathing. Like, out of the blue. 
Good thing Izzy here knows mouth to mouth." 


"I didn't know you could resuscitate a person while they were standing up! That's so good to know!” Steven had 
said in delight, before adding, "Do you need me to, like, pump your chest or anything?" very eager to help 
prevent his friend's death. 


"No, Stevie. But thanks anyway," Duff had told him, looking very relieved as he glanced at Izzy who appeared 


equally relieved. 


"Um, Steven?" Izzy had asked. "Could you maybe do us a favour and not mention this to Axl or Slash? It's just 
that they'd probably insist on Duff going to the emergency room and he really doesn't want to. Not with the 
show being tomorrow night and everything.’ 


Steven had just nodded his head sagely. "Sure thing, guys. No problem. But maybe you should get checked out 
sometime, Duff. Not breathing is kinda dangerous. | think you can die from it," he'd said and Duff had given him 
a thumbs up. 


"If it happens again, | promise to go straight to a hospital. Or call Izzy," Duff had told him solemnly and Izzy 
had snorted loudly before being consumed by some kind of coughing fit. 


Slightly mystified, Steven had forgotten the whole incident almost immediately when Slash had appeared with a 


shit load of illegally obtained alcohol and they'd all promptly gotten pissed. 


A couple of days after this, Steven had come back to the house, having neglected to put on his shoes before 
leaving. This time, he had found Izzy sitting on Duff's lap, arms around his neck, on the couch. When he 
questioned this, Izzy had told him that Duff was cold and that sitting in his lap was just a way to warm him 
up. Steven was becoming seriously worried for Duff's health. First the whole not breathing thing and now he 


was cold? In June? In LA? 


After eliciting a promise from Duff that he would see a doctor, Steven left to join Axl and Slash, having 
promised to not mention the cold/lapsitting thing to them. 


Which brings him to today. And Izzy. Helping Duff put his pants on. With his lips. This is indeed very odd. Steven 
has never seen anyone do such a thing before. He is also concerned at how pale Duff has gotten in the last 


few minutes. 


Izzy gets off his knees and to his feet. He looks slightly shifty, but then again, he always does, Steven 


supposes. 


Duff clears his throat. "Guess | should see a doctor since l'm having trouble doing up my pants," he states and 


Steven can only nod. 
"| think it's important that you do that very soon, Duff," he says. 


"Hey, Stevie?" asks Izzy, "don't mention this to Axl or Slash, ok? | promise to go with Duff to the doctor if you 
don't" 


Steven gives him a thumbs up over his shoulder as he walks away. 


"Don't think they'd believe me if | did, anyway," he mutters to himself and resolves to put the whole thing out 


of his mind. 

Still, maybe he ought to have a chat with Slash. Get his opinion in a roundabout sort of way. Without 
mentioning the resuscitation, lapsitting or putting on of pants parts. He will muse on it a little further whilst 
getting shit faced, he decides and heads off to do exactly this. 

"That was too close for comfort, Stradlin," says Duff as he sags against the bathroom door. 


Izzy just grins at him. 


"Oh, we're not done here yet babe," he says. "We were very rudely interrupted and | never start something if 


| can't finish it." 


Duff grabs him by the arm. 


"Glad to hear it! Let's finish it in your room. It'll be far more comfortable on Axl's bed anyway!" he says and 


they race each other down the hall towards the bedroom. 


Author's Notes: 
Erm.. thanks for reading. 


Slash and | are currently suffering the same hangover. Which probably explains this. I'm sorry. 


Slash is very bewildered. He has no idea what he's done to deserve this. All he'd wanted was to join a band, get 
laid (often) and drink himself stupid, if he felt like it. What he'd gotten was Steven. Who was clearly several 


sandwiches short of a picnic. 

Last night, while sitting on the couch, he'd inadvertently shivered. Steven had immediately sat on him, throwing 
his arms around his neck and holding him tight. Slash had unceremoniously shoved him off, staring foolishly as 
the drummer hit the floor with a loud yelp. 

"What the fuck was that?" Slash had asked, body rigid, ready to punch Steven if he tried it again 


"You were cold. | was just trying to warm you up," Steven had replied, looking slightly hurt and rubbing at his 


elbow, which was grazed from his encounter with the carpet. 


"Do that again and I'll kick you senseless," Slash had warned before leaving the room and heading for the 
kitchen, muttering under his breath about living with crazy bastards. 


Undeterred, Steven had followed him, a questioning look on his face. 


"You're saying it's not normal to sit on someone's lap to warm them up when they're feeling cold, then?" he'd 


asked. 


"No," Slash had replied, “it's not normal. In fact, it's the complete fucking opposite of normal and we are not 


discussing it any further so fuck off and leave me alone, Stevie." 
"Interesting," Steven had said, and turned on his heel before tripping his way upstairs. 


Slash had decided to get drunk there and then. Which explains his now thumping headache and nauseous 


stomach. It doesn't, however, explain Axl going off on one. 


They're all in the living room. Well, Slash is actually lying on the floor, half in the hall and half in the living 


room. It's probably where he'd faceplanted after the excesses of last night, he concludes. 


"WHO THE FUCK HAS BEEN SLEEPING IN MY BED?" Axl yells. 


‘Oh, wait! Wait! | know this!" Steven shouts, bouncing up and down in his seat. "Rapunzel!" he says, a delighted 


grin on his face. 
The others stare at him. 


"Y'know, Rapunzell" he repeats. "Like in the fairytale. Rapunzel sleeps in the big bad wolf's bed and Cinderella 
eats her porridge! And then Hansel and Gretel kill the bears!" 


"What kind of weird ass bedtime stories did your parents read you?" Duff asks, jaw agape. 


Axl is rendered speechless. This is indeed quite the feat. He stares dumbly at Steven, mouth working but 


emitting no sound. 
Slash giggles from his spot on the floor and Izzy stifles a laugh, leaning in to a still gobsmacked Duff. 
Axl finds his voice, once he's stopped gawping at Steven, who has no idea what all the fuss is about. 


"As | was saying, who the fuck's been sleeping in my bed? And Steven, if you say anything about fairytale 
characters, I'll rip your fucking head off," the red head states, looking at his friends threateningly. 


The others exchange glances, except for Slash who can barely lift his head from the carpet. 

Izzy raises his hand, a guilty expression on his face. 

"It was me, Ax. My sheets need changing so | just used yours instead. Sorry," he says sheepishly. 

Axl stalks towards him, features murderous. 

‘In future, keep your blonde sluts out of my bed, Iz," he warns and Izzy is insulted. 

"My blonde is no slut, you dickhead," he tells Axl and then grabs Duff by the arm. 

"C'mon Duff," he says. "Lets get outta here. | wanna get drunk and laid. And maybe not in that order." 
Duff gives him a wide smile and waves a cheery goodbye to his bandmates. 

Axl storms out not long after, pissed that Izzy had been so dismissive of him. 

Steven goes to sit next to Slash. 


"I didn't know Izzy was into blondes, Slash," he says carefully. Slash turns his head to look up into Steven's 


innocent features. 


"Not usually," he concedes and Steven nods thoughttully. 


"Slash?" he says. "| need to ask you a couple of questions and you have to promise to answer them without 


getting mad." 
Slash groans. He's really not in the mood for this but Steven can be a determined little bastard when he wants. 
"Ok. Ive got a feeling I'm going to regret this but go ahead," he says, voice slightly muffled by the carpet. 


"Is it possible to resuscitate a person when they're standing up and can you help someone put their pants on 


with your lips?" Steven asks, sounding completely serious. 
Slash is suddenly terrified. Dear God, Steven has flipped. It's the only possible explanation 


He pulls himself into a sitting position, shuffling away slowly on his butt from the drummer who is looking very 


earnestly at him. 


"Steven," he says cautiously, "what would make you ask two of the most random questions ever put to anyone 


in the history of the English language?" 


Steven sighs. And then proceeds to tell Slash about his odd run ins with Duff and Izzy, having first sworn him 


to secrecy, 
Slash, for his part, is totally dumbfounded 

"Oh God" he thinks. "How much did | have to drink last night?" 

Because this cannot be real. Duff and Izzy can't be doing what Steven seems to be suggesting 


But it would explain a lot. Like the sleeping in Axl's bed bit. And the Izzy being so into blondes that he's 
defensive about them bit. And the dragging Duff out of here by the arm bit. 


Slash slaps his hands over his face. 
"Steven," he says slowly, "we can't mention any of this to Axl, ok?" and Steven nods. 


"What do we do now, Slash?" he asks and Slash shakes his head, which immediately makes his headache ten 


times worse. 


"| don't know Stevie," he says, and then a huge grin forms on his hungover features. "Maybe we could give 


them enough rope to hang themselves with though," he laughs, an idea forming in his mind. 


"Give who enough rope?" Steven enquires dumbly and Slash knows he's on his own with this as his plan 


continues to take shape. 


"Duff and Izzy taking us all for fools? Fuck that!" he thinks and stands up. "Let's go join our friends for some 
drinks," he says and cackles evilly which leads to a full on coughing fit. He needs to lay off the cigarettes for a 
while, he decides and then hauls an unsuspecting Steven out the door. 
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Author's Notes: 
Posting this today because | have a work thing all weekend. And | can't get out of it, more's the flippin’ pity. 


Duff is horny. And slightly drunk He's also a little pissed. Mostly at Slash, who, he has decided, is the world's 
biggest fucker. The world's biggest and most dense fucker. 


Why else would the bastard be sitting between Duff and Izzy in a booth at the dive bar they've decided to 
take over tonight? Explaining the mating rituals of western diamondback rattlesnakes, of all things. Without 
being asked to. Who the fuck wants to know the ins and outs of snake sex? The only sex Duff wants to know 
about right now involves Izzy, and maybe a bed that isn't Axl's. Not snakes, or any other slithery creature, 


for that matter. He wants to box Slash's ears. Violently. 


Izzy is equally unimpressed. For the last week or so, every time he and Duff have tried to have a little "alone" 
time, either Slash or Steven has made an impromptu appearance and fucked things up. For example, just two 
nights ago, Izzy had announced he was leaving to pick Duff up from work. Slash had immediately volunteered to 
go with him, saying they were low on alcohol and needed to pick up some more. Izzy had been flabbergasted. 
For once, they'd actually had an abundance of booze, thanks (in no small part) to Duff's willingness to steal 


from his workplace. 


When he'd pointed this out, Slash had given him a toothy grin, snatched the truck keys out of his hands and 
said, "You look tired, Iz. I'll go pick Duff up. Let you get some rest" 


With that he'd sprinted out of the house, leaving Izzy to stare after him. Steven had then patted him on the 
shoulder and insisted he go to bed. So he'd be well rested for their show the following night. How could Izzy 
argue with that? 


He'd stormed upstairs, slammed the bedroom door shut and spent the rest of the night coming up with new, 
unusual and very painful ways for Slash to die. Indeed, if the fucker doesn't stop with his snake monologue 


right now, Izzy might well put some of those ideas into practice. 
He might find it hard to get his hands on a flame thrower and a rabid pig at this hour of the night, though. 


Slash finally takes a break from snake porn to swig long and deep from his drink Duff grabs this opportunity 
to signal Izzy that they should immediately go to the bathroom and lock themselves in a stall. Izzy, being 
slightly inebriated, completely misinterprets this and thinks Duff may be flipping him the bird. Or having a 


seizure. 


He stares quizzically at the blonde over the top of Slash's head and mouths something that Duff only manages 


to catch the end of. The end being "rabid pig." 

Duffs a little hurt. Izzy's never called him names before. He is neither rabid nor a pig. 

Slash chooses this moment to grab Duff by the shoulders and push him out of the booth. 

‘Its your round, Duffoll" he yells cheerfully and shoves a clearly irate Duff in the general direction of the bar. 
Sitting back down, Slash turns to Izzy and says "Hey man! You know what | just realised? That you and me 
haven't had a really good talk for a long, long time. We should go home after this and stay up all night doing 
that!" 

Izzy's horrified. There is no way he's staying up talking to Slash all night. He seriously can't take any more 
snake stuff and, honestly, if he doesn't get to fuck Duff tonight, he's going to spontaneously combust or 
something. He slides past Slash and out of the booth. 

‘lm going for a smoke," he says and Slash makes to follow him. 

"You stay the fuck here," he commands and Slash sits back down, pretending to be crestfallen. 


"But lz, man. I'll get lonely without you. And without Duff. What am | supposed to do?" he whines. 


"I really don't give a fuck," says Izzy and takes off pretty quickly for a guy who's usually in no hurry to go 


anywhere. 

As soon as he's out of sight, Slash bursts into hysterical laughter, doubling over and thumping the table with 
glee. Which is how Duff finds him on returning with the drinks, accompanied by a pissed off Steven who has 
just lucked out with nearly all the female patrons in the bar. 

"What's so funny and where's Izzy?" he asks in annoyance. 


Slash immediately stops laughing and sits up, plastering an innocent look on his face. 


"Nothing, and Izzy fucked off for a smoke as soon as you were gone," he says, grinning as Duff pulls his 
cigarettes out of his pocket and races off. 


"They couldn't be more fucking obvious if they tried," thinks Slash and he is genuinely amazed that he hasn't 


picked up on them before now. 
"Um, Slash? Should | follow him?" Steven asks and Slash shakes his head. 


"Let's give ‘em a few minutes,’ he says with a laugh and resumes slugging back his whiskey. 


Steven nods and sits down. He's not really sure what Slash hopes to accomplish with this near constant stalking 
of their friends but he's been promised free alcohol if he goes along with it and, so far, Slash has delivered on 
that promise. 


Duff, meanwhile, has found Izzy. Who proceeds to yank him out the side exit before pinning him against a wall 
in the foul smelling alley. 


"Christ!" breathes Izzy, "We're never gonna get rid of those two fuckers," and then he slams himself into Duff, 
kissing him hard and grinding against him. 


Duff returns these affections with huge enthusiasm, whimpering softly against Izzy's lips and sliding his hands 
under his boyfriend's shirt. 


They fly apart when the exit door slams wide open, hitting the wall with force to reveal a grinning Slash who 
cries, "There you arel! You gotta come back in. Steven's getting hit on by a girl with straight hair and curly 
teeth and it's really funny!" 


With that, he grabs Izzy by the wrist and hauls him back into the bar, leaving Duff with a serious case of 
blue balls and full of homicidal intent. 


Duff wonders if he could outsource Slash's assassination to the local mafia. Problem is, he doesn't know any 
local mafia. He heaves a huge sigh, adjusts his pants so he's more comfortable and heads back inside, deciding 
on the way that he and Izzy deserve a sainthood for putting up with shit like this. So much for getting laid 
tonight. 


Author's Notes: 
Short and sweet. Fallout to follow! 


Steven feels as sick as a small hospital. Possibly even as sick as a small hospital that has a tiny emergency 
room attached to it. He has absolutely no idea how he got home last night. In fact, he's not even sure he's at 
home. He forces one bleary eye open and spies a person shaped lump on the mattress opposite him. The lump 
is covered by a dingy looking sheet so all Steven can see is one miniscule wisp of dark hair poking out. Good. 


Wherever he is, it seems Slash is also there. He hopes the fucker is as sick as two dogs. 


An olfactory inspection reveals that he's in his own room. He knows this only because Slash's socks have their 
own unique scent and, since no other person in the solar system with even the smallest smidgen of sanity 
would permit said scent to be within a two thousand mile radius of themselves, there's nowhere else he could 


be. 


He rolls carefully onto his back, grunting loudly with the effort and then swallows convulsively as his stomach 
threatens to forcefully expel it's contents through any available orifice. He is never drinking again. Ever. 


Fuck Slash and his stupid plan to out Duff and Izzy. And fuck them too. If they want to fuck each other 
senseless on the fucking Strip tonight whilst being photographed by a horde of Japanese tourists, then let 
them. Steven no longer gives a damn And he is telling that piece of shit in the room with him. Right now. 


He crawls off the bed and takes what feels like four hours to cross the yawning gulf separating him from 
Slash. 


Silently offering his gonads to whatever deity has been kind enough to help him reach his goal, Steven leans his 
head on the mattress and pokes it's occupant in the back. 


‘I've had enough," he declares. "I don't care if Duff and Izzy are screwing each other. | don't care if Duff and 
Izzy aren't screwing each other. | don't care if they want to screw you, or me, or Axl. Or the fucking cat. | 


just don't care. l'm done. You can play with them on your own from now on" 


With that, he turns around, crawls to the door and then out into the hallway. Still on all fours, he makes it to 
the stairs, thinks "fuck it," and throws himself down it. There's no way it can make him feel any worse than he 


already does. He lands in an ungainly heap on the bottom step and decides to stay there. With the cat. 


Back in the bedroom, the person shaped lump is appalled. Because the person shaped lump is Izzy. And Izzy has 
no idea why he's in Slash's stink ass bed. 


But thanks to Steven, he now knows that Slash knows. And that Slash must now suffer. 

Slash must now die. 

All right, maybe that's a little OTT, he thinks. 

He needs to find Duff. 

First though, he needs to use the bathroom. 

This decision kills two birds with one stone. Duff is in the bathroom. To be precise, Duff is in the bath. Face 
down Long legs curled underneath him, looking extremely uncomfortable but very asleep. Izzy grins, pees and 


then wakes Duff by yanking on his hair. 


"What the fuck, lz?" Duff grunts in annoyance and is promptly silenced as Izzy kisses him softly and then hauls 
him out of the bath. 


"Slash knows," Izzy announces and looks expectantly at Duff. 

"Ummm, would you care to be a little more specific? I'm not exactly feeling like Sherlock fuckin’ Holmes right 
now lz," Duff says, catching a glimpse of himself in the mirror and wondering why he's wearing what appears 
to be a boob tube and a pair of hot pants. 

"About us, you tit. Slash knows about us," Izzy states, and then looks Duff up and down, trying to figure out 
why he's dressed like a particularly cheap hooker. A particularly cheap, masculine looking hooker who appears 
to have gotten dressed in the dark. 

"That fucker!" Duff spits, his features contorting with anger. "That explains everything! The snake stuff, the 
picking me up from work stuff, the sitting between us every fucking chance he got stuff! He was cockblocking 
us! I'm going to pull his testicles out through his nostrils and feed them to him. And you're going to help me," 
he says, pointing at Izzy, who is both shellshocked and slightly turned on by Duff's attire. 


"Ok," Izzy agrees, only because he wants to get Duff out of those hot pants as soon as humanly possible. "But 
| think we should at least give him a taste of his own medicine first, don't you?" 


"What exactly do you have in mind?" asks Duff curiously. 


“Well, first, Im getting you out of those pants," replies Izzy, "then we're going to my room so | can get rid of 
all this pent up frustration. Maybe more than once." 


Stepping closer, Duff gives Izzy a filthy smirk and grabs his ass. 


"That sounds like a plan," he whispers in Izzy's ear and Slash is forgotten 


But only temporarily. 
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tonight. Let me know what you think and good night 


Izzy's patience is starting to wear thin. Those fucking hotpants seem to be hermetically sealed to Duff's ass. 
They're halfway down the hall, almost at Izzy's and Axl's room and still those fucking hotpants won't come off. 
Of course, if Duff would get out of his mouth for more than a millisecond, Izzy could probably rip ‘em off 
with his teeth but to be fair, he really enjoys having Duff halfway down his throat. He really enjoys having 
Duff in any way, shape or form that he can so he's not going to complain. And anyway he can't. At least not in 


recognisable words. 


They reach the bedroom door and Izzy practically shoves Duff through it. They stumble inside, pawing and 
tearing at each other and then Duff stops dead in his tracks before asking the weirdest question. 


"Izzy?" he whispers, looking towards the bed in the farthest corner, "when did you and Axl get a bear?" 
Izzy stares at his boyfriend. 

"When did we what?" he whispers back, sounding perplexed. 

Duff points towards the bed. 

"The bear," he says exasperatedly. "When did you and Axl get a bear?" 

Izzy turns his stare in the direction of Duff's pointing digit and his jaw goes slack. 


On the bed, on Axl's bed, is a bear. A large, brown, loudly snoring bear. A large, brown, loudly snoring bear that 


sounds like a freight train and foghorn combined, to be exact. 
Closer inspection confirms Izzy's suspicions. 


The bear is Slash. Unconscious and resplendent in a fur coat. Complete with sunglasses. 


Last night suddenly slams full force back into Izzy's mind. Oh God, the thrift shop. The closed thrift shop that 
Slash had decided they needed access to immediately. 


They had gained entry to same using Steven as a human battering ram. Steven hadn't seemed to mind. OF 


course, he was totally off his face at the time, so his consent had probably been iffy at best. 


Once inside, Slash had decided he wanted to be a pimp and that Duff should be his "ho". And so the fur coat, 
boob tube and hot pants had been sought out and found. Along with a paisley shirt and bandana for Izzy 
because he wanted to be Jimi Hendrix. Or a pirate. Steven hadn't wanted to be anything, mainly because his 


head hurt really badly after being used to batter the door in 


Then they'd continued their trek home, Duff getting propositioned by an alarming number of people on the way. 
Some of them women, most of them men. A few of them indeterminate. 


Izzy had been profoundly enraged by this and now remembers being hauled off one of these lecherous beings 


by a laughing Slash. They'd finally gotten home and decided they needed more alcohol. 


And that's where Izzy's trip down memory lane ends. Everything after that is a blur which means he can't 
remember how they'd decided on their sleeping arrangements. 


Standing over the bed, he and Duff exchange glances. It's pretty clear that Duff has also had some recollection 
of last night's events, judging by his wide eyed expression 


"Get your clothes off and get in bed with him," Izzy commands suddenly and Duff almost has a heart attack 
there and then. 


"What the fuck are you on about?" he snarls through clenched teeth and then holds his breath as Slash 


snorts before resuming his loud snoring. 


"We're giving this dickhead the fright of his fucking life," whispers Izzy. "You're going to get in bed with him 
and pretend that you two got it on last night." 


Duff grins. 


"OK!" he replies. "But I'm not getting naked. That's for your eyes only, Stradlin!" and with that he hops onto the 


bed and squirms under Slash's arm, clinging to him like a limpet. 


Izzy giggles into his fist and decides to hide in the closet. The slotted door will give him the perfect vantage 
point. 


On the bed, Duff manages to shove the hotpants off his hips a little and pulls the boob tube down to expose 
his nipples. Then he puts his mouth right next to Slash's ear. 


"Wakey wakey Slashy baby!" he coos breathlessly and licks at Slash's cheek. 


Slash stirs slightly. 


"C'mon, big boy. Wake up and gimme more of what you gave me last night," Duff whispers. Loudly. 
Slash whimpers and shifts. 


"Listen, you hairy fucker! If you don't wake up and shag me senseless right now l'm gonna fucking explode!" 
Duff yells and Slash shoots upwards, sunglasses falling off his nose. 


Slash stares. And then stares some more. 

At Duff Practically naked Duff. In his bed. No. In Axl's bed. With him. 
His brain goes into overdrive. NO! NOI! NOII! 

Duff beams up at him. 


"No point in being shy now, Slash baby!" he says with a salacious grin "You and me are WAAAAY beyond 
friendship!" 


In the closet, Izzy starts laughing hysterically. 
On the bed, Slash starts to scream. 


In the doorway, Axl is dumbfounded. 


Author's Notes: 
Axl's view on things. 


Axl considers himself to be a reasonable person. He is fully aware that 919% of the world's population would 
disagree with this. But fuck 999% of the world's population. After all, they're not the ones forced to live in 


close quarters with four fully grown, totally certifiable fucking lunatics. 
And everything had been going so well up until now. 


He had spent last night with a really sweet girl he'd met at the video store. She'd asked him back to hers for 
dinner and a drink and he had been absolutely thrilled to find that her place had heat, light and running water. 
When did these things become luxuries he'd wondered, right before she gave him the best fucking blow job of 
his life and then cooked him an actual meal using real food that didn't come in plastic wrapping, accompanied by 
wine that didn't taste like paint stripper. Afterwards they'd climbed into her bed, which had clean sheets and 
wasn't held together by pieces of fraying rope, where they'd spent several hours having mind-blowing sex 
before falling asleep until this afternoon. After brunch (and another blow job) he'd left with her phone number 
and a date for Sunday. 


All in all, he'd been ecstatic. Until he got home. 


He'd found Steven in a heap at the bottom of the stairs clutching the cat like a lifeline. The cat had looked 
both alarmed and resigned and Axl had felt sorry for her. Until she scratched his hand when he tried to free 
her from Steven's death grip and then he'd rained curses upon her using language that would make a 


stevedore blush. 


And now? Now he's standing in his bedroom doorway. Looking at... well, he's not really sure what it is that he's 
looking at. 


Slash is on his bed. He appears to be wearing a full length fur coat. Duff is also on his bed but appears to be 
wearing sweet fuck all, other than some very flimsy pieces of material. And the closet appears to be laughing 


in an hysterical manner that is usually the preserve of the mentally deranged. 
He briefly ponders backing out and running away but decides against it. This is his room. This is his bed. This is 
his sanctuary. Granted, it's also Izzy's but the fucker barely spends any time sleeping here anymore so as far 


as Axl's concerned, that fact is irrelevant. 


He takes a couple of tentative steps into the room and looks around in gobsmacked bewilderment. 


Duff and Slash have stopped breathing and are staring at Axl with a mixture of fear and dread. The closet is 
still laughing. Axl approaches it, yanks the door open and stares down at Izzy. Who stares right back up at him 
before blithely saying "Hi Axl!" grabbing the handle and slamming the door shut again 

Axl blinks. Several times. Then he takes a deep breath and reins in his growing anger. He opens the closet again, 
reaches in, hauls Izzy out by the scruff of the neck and throws him across the room to land on the bed with 
a still not breathing Duff and Slash. 

"What the ever loving fuck is going on here?" he asks, sounding much calmer than he feels. 

Duff whimpers. 

Izzy chews on his bottom lip. 


Slash points at both of them. 


"They're fucking," he says and then pulls the fur coat over his face, peering through both it and his hair with 


one eye. 
"Thank you Slash. You hairy fucking snitch," snarls Izzy, his hands curling into fists. 

"Yeah. Thanks, you spineless, smelly wimp," Duff throws in. 

"Hold the fuck on | admit to being hairy and smelly but I'm no spineless snitch,’ Slash snorts via the coat. 
"You're the ones who've been sneaking around for months hiding your relationship from the rest of us. Who's 


spineless now?" 


‘Only because it's none of your fucking business," Duff says, sounding slightly miffed and Izzy lays a hand on 
his back in a soothing gesture. Duff shifts slightly closer to him. 


Axls jaw has dropped so wide he's afraid itll never close properly again 

Maybe that girl put an hallucinogen in his coffee. Why else would two of his very male friends be sitting on his 
bed, practically confessing to being together in the biblical sense while a third is snitching on them? In a fur 
fucking coat? 

He runs his hands over his face and then shrugs his shoulders. 

"Are you guys for fucking real?" he asks, his voice sounding very high pitched. 


Izzy looks straight at him and then down at the bed. 


"Yeah," he says and sighs loudly. "We're for real. Duff and me are together. Have been for months. We just 


didn't plan on any of you finding out for a while yet. And especially not like this." 


Axl's legs feel slightly weak. "Fuck my stupid ankles," he thinks and flops down on the floor in a heap. Where the 
fuck does he go from here? 


"OkOk." he says, hands held out in an almost pleading manner. "So you two are together. And | can't believe that 
I'm making this next question my priority but Slash, why the fuck are you wearing a fur coat? In July? And in 
my bed?" 


Slash sneezes loudly and then peels the coat away from his face. 


"Guess you wouldn't believe me if | said we broke into a thrift store on the way home last night and stole it, 


would you?" he states and Axl shakes his head. 


Duff and Izzy exchange glances and then Duff tentatively asks "So, are you all right with this Axl, or do you 


want us to move to another continent?" 


| really don't know what to think, Duff," Axl replies. "When did you decide you were gay? You've had more 


women than you've had vodka, and that's saying something.’ 
"We're not gay," Izzy clarifies. "Just for each other, is all." 


Slash clears his throat. "I've gotta pee," he says. "And also | really, really don't want to hear the details of you 


two being gay just for each other, so lets fucking leave it there and never mention it again" 
He clambers off the bed and makes for the door. 

"Slash," calls Axl. "Leave the coat. It'll look far better on me." 

Slash shrugs, takes off the coat and throws it at Axl. Then he stomps out of the room. 

"Im not done with you yet," Izzy mouths at Slash's retreating back and Duff stifles a giggle. 
Axl stands up and looks pointedly at them both. 

"All right," he says. "You two, get out of my room. | need to think about this shit for a while” 
"Its my room too," Izzy whines and Axl silences him with a death glare. 


"If you value your manhood, Stradlin, you'll leave now. And for Christ's sake, Duff, get out of those clothes. 
Not gay, my lily white ass," he snorts, and Duff is vaguely insulted. 


Still, they wisely decide to leave while they can 


As soon as the door closes, Axl tries on the coat and stands in front of the mirror admiring himself. 


"This would look really great with some white, high top trainers. With my name emblazoned in red on the 
tongues," he decides and then sits on the bed. 


What to do now he wonders? 
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Author's Notes: 
Three of them get together and two. er.. don't? 


Slash decides to bypass the bathroom completely. He's thirsty and can pee in the kitchen sink whilst drinking 
from the faucet at the same time. Two birds with one stone and all that. 


Tripping down the stairs, he ends up pitching face first onto the floor when someone grabs his ankle and pulls 
his leg from under him. He turns to find Steven glaring balefully at him from the bottom step. 


"What the fuck did you do that for?" he yells and Steven gives him the finger. 

"| was hoping you'd break your neck," he says venomously. "I fucking hate you. Just wanted to let you know." 
Slash is both bewildered and a little hurt. Steven's been his friend since childhood 

"What did | do to you?" he asks. 


Like you don't know, you halfwit," Steven replies and hauls himself into an upright position "I really wish I'd 
never told you about Izzy and Barbie's brother. My life was so much simpler before | opened my heart to you. 
You're a beast, Slash. An absolute beast. Betraying my trust like that. How could you?" and with that, he 
starts crying. Dramatically, but without tears. 


Slash takes a quick look around, just in case someone's started filming a very bad daytime soap in the house 


and he is it's brand new unwitting star. 


Satisfied that he's not on camera, he turns back to Steven and says "Shut up, you tart. And we swore we'd 


never call Duff by that name again. Come on, l'm going to pee in the sink" 


Grabbing the cat, Steven follows him into the kitchen and watches in awe as he pees and drinks at the same 
time. In the same place. The cat is seemingly appalled at this and claws her way out of Steven's grip, bolting 


through the wide-open-cos-it's-broken window. 
The kitchen door flies open and they are joined by Axl. Who is in a talkative mood it seems, given that he 
starts jabbering immediately and continues for an unfeasible length of time before Slash throws various pieces 


of plastic cutlery at him and manages to shut him up. 


"Listen!" Slash hisses, pointing at the ceiling. Everyone looks up. And then covers their ears. 


From upstairs comes a series of thumps and extremely loud, obscene moans. 

"They're doing it" Steven breathes, his face a mask of absolute horror. "They're fucking doing it!" 
Axl goes green, then white, then green again. 

"Oh my God!" he whispers, eyes wide. 

Slash starts laughing. And doesn't stop until he pukes. In the sink that smells of piss. 

Axl looks at Steven 


"Did you know about this?" he says accusingly as he looks upwards and Steven nods, face still contorted in 


disbelief. 


"So are we just going to take this lying down, if you'll pardon the pun?" Slash asks, wiping a hand across his 
mouth as he finally finishes calling for Huey. 


Axl chews on his fist. 

"No," he replies. "They're both consenting adults and if they want to screw each other into oblivion, that's their 
lookout. Doesn't mean we need to fucking listen to it though," he finishes and looks expectantly at Slash and 
Steven. 

"Let's go fuck with them," he says with a diabolical grin and Steven baulks. 


"I don't want to fuck them. Either of them," he says tremulously. 


"That's not what | meant, moron," Axl says disdainfully and then indicates that they should both follow him 


upstairs. 

Lead on, Mighty Leader!" Slash yells cheerfully, dragging a protesting Steven in his wake. 
Racing upstairs, they reach Duff's room whereupon Axl kicks in the door without ceremony. 
"All right fuckers!" he shouts, fists aloft. "We're here to piss on your parade!" 

Duff looks at them serenely from his perch on the window sill. 

Izzy gives them his patented grin from his sprawl on the bed. 


"What gives?" he asks, looking very saintly indeed. 


Axl feels slightly disconcerted. 
"What was all that fucking noise a few minutes ago?" he asks. 


‘Oh, that. Duff was reading me a story and we decided to add some dramatic sound effects," Izzy tells him and 
then drags deeply on his cigarette. 


"What he said," Duff intones agreeably whilst flicking innocently through a dog eared copy of “Guns and Ammo" 


magazine. 
"Duff was reading you a story from Guns and fuckin! Ammo?" Steven asks incredulously. 
"Why, yes," Izzy replies and looks at the trio smugly. "Whatever did you think we were doing?" 


"You're a dick," says Slash, simply because he can't come up with a better insult. "You both are, and your days 


are numbered cos Axl here has forbidden this," he states with authority. 
“That's right!" Axl chimes. "Slash and Steven are my enforcers,” he adds. 
Duff and Izzy look at each other and then fall about laughing. 


"Did ya hear that, Iz? Axl has "forbidden" us! Christ! We've been relegated to the seventeenth fuckin’ 
centuryll" Duff gasps, mirthful tears running down his face. 


‘Oh, manl!" Izzy howls, punching his pillow. "| haven't laughed this hard since the time Steven tried to get in 
that transvestite's pants!l" 


Fuming, Axl, Slash and Steven turn to leave. 

"This isn't over, bastards!" Axl spits. "You two aren't half as smart as you'd like to think" 
Their descent of the stairs is chased by gales of laughter from Duff's room. 

"THIS MEANS WAR!" yells Slash. 

"And we're gonna win it," Axl tells him with certainty. 


Steven wishes he was the cat. 
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They've retreated to the nearest bar. To avail of happy hour. 

"So, how do you think this started then?" asks Steven as he stares downwards in the direction of the floor. 
Ill bet it was Duff," Slash mutters darkly. "Yeah. I'll bet he did that thing with his eyes. You know, where he 
makes ‘em all huge and wide and fuckin’ innocent so he looks like a cross between a beaten puppy and an 
orphaned baby rabbit and you just want to rip out your kidneys and give them to him," he concludes. 

Axl snorts. 


"Sounds like he really gets to you, Slasher!" he says with a grin 


"Well, as | recall, last time he did it, you gave him my Jack, Steven's cigarettes and your last ten bucks," Slash 
retorts, glaring across the table at Axl. 


"You gave him my cigarettes? You bastard!" says Steven and then he grabs Axl's drink, downing it in one go. 
"There," he announces. "Now, we're even." 

"Yes, quite," says Axl and smacks Steven across the ear. 

Refilling his glass, Axl lights up one of Slash's cigarettes and says, "My money's on Izzy. He can be very 
persuasive, you know. With his soft voice and that boyish smile of his. He probably sweet talked Duff into bed 
and then convinced him it would be a great idea to fuck." 


Steven is a little taken aback. 


"Umm, maybe you guys should be the ones fucking them. Sounds like it at any rate!" he says merrily and then 
ducks as Slash and Axl throw the contents of their glasses at him. 


"And anyway, as enlightening as this has been, it's not what | was asking," he says, sitting back up. "| meant, 


how do you think THIS started," and he points at a rather large crack in the bar's floor. 


Slash shoves him under the table. 


"Why don't you stay down there and figure it out, Stevie?" he snarls and Axl raises his glass in salute. 
~~ Kw 


Back at the house, Duff and Izzy have managed 


to overcome their seizure inducing laughter and Izzy is now busying himself getting Duff naked. 


This proves to be relatively easy as soon as he manages to tear a sizeable rip in the hotpants and he throws 
the offending garment out the window. Then he hauls Duff down onto the bed and presses their foreheads 
together, kissing the blonde softly though his ragged breathing. 


His fingers trail down Duff's taut stomach, before encircling his cock, giving him a couple of slow pumps before 


continuing further back. 


"l2?" Duff says, sounding a little hesitant. "You're gonna need lube. Been a while, if you know what | mean. What 
with those cockblocking fuckers an all," he finishes with a shy, sweet smile. 


Izzy smiles back at him. "I know, babe. | know," he whispers. 
He reaches under the pillow, fingers closing around the sachet of lube stashed there and he rips it open with 
his teeth, slathering his fingers with it and then he pushes just one inside of Duff and watches in wonder as 


the blonde throws his head back and pushes down against his hand. 


He adds another and Duff begins to writhe in earnest, looking up at him with huge hazel eyes, pupils blown 


wide, begging for more. 


Izzy obliges with a third and begins to scissor them, stretching Duff out as much as he can before he finds 
that spot and then he presses down with his fingertip and massages it gently. Duff practically howls. 


"Please Iz!" he whimpers, “just do it!" and Izzy kisses him hard before withdrawing his fingers and pushing into 
him slowly, inch by inch. 


Fully seated inside of Duff, he begins to thrust, slowly at first and then quickening his pace until he's slamming 
into him with total abandon, everything and everyone forgotten 


Its only them now and they're so completely consumed by each other that nothing else matters. 
Izzy wraps a hand around Duff and begins to pump him in time with his thrusts and it's not long before Duff 
gives a long, low moan, back arching fantastically as he spills himself against his own and Izzy's stomach, his 


completion sparking Izzy's, who comes with a deep, guttural groan and flops down bonelessly on top of Duff. 


They stay like that for a few moments, coming down from their high, exchanging soft kisses and then Izzy 
rolls onto his back 


"We are never leaving it that long again," he says with certainty and presses a kiss to Duff's temple. 
Duff nods his agreement and reaches for his cigarettes. 

‘Love you," he says with a grin as he lights up two and passes one to Izzy. 

"Love you too," Izzy replies, accepting the smoke and they lay in silence for a moment or two. 

"How do you think this is going to go with the others?" Izzy enquires and Duff turns towards him. 


"Honestly, | don't really give a fuck but it'll be fun to mess with their heads for a bit, especially Slash!" he 
replies and Izzy giggles. 


"You have an evil mind, McKagan!" he says. "Lets take the war to them!" 
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"BUMMER!" yells Steven. Apropos of absolutely nothing. 
Slash gives him a resigned look. 
"Bummer what?" he asks, knowing full well that he shouldn't. 


"Well, no one's said anything for, like, a year," Steven replies. "I just wanted to get the ball rolling. Ya know, open 


up a possible line of conversation" 

Slash sighs. 

"And you thought yelling "BUMMER" was the way to go. Well done, Stevie," he says. "Well done.” 
Steven beams. 


They're in the kitchen. Supposedly working on a new song but mostly just ragging on Izzy who, to be fair, is 


taking it with a surprising degree of tolerance. 


Right now, he's pouting, Axis humming, Slash is eliciting strangulated animal sounds from his guitar, Duff's at 


work and Steven is... well, Steven. 


"So, Izzy. You look pissed. Wanna talk about it? Or are ya just missing your boyfriend?" Slash asks with a grin 


and everyone bursts into laughter as Izzy rolls his eyes. 


"Matter of fact, | am," he replies. "Kinda hard to have an intelligent conversation without him, especially when 


you guys are acting like a bunch of three year olds," he adds. 
"Hi fuckers!" comes a voice from the door and Duff lopes in, grinning at all of them. He looks at Izzy. 


"Hey, babel" he says brightly. "Wanna fuck?" and Axl spews a mouthful of Jim Beam all over his favourite 
shirt. 


Slash chokes on his cigarette, eyes huge beneath the rats nest that is his hair. 


Steven keels over. Onto Slash. Who now finds it even harder to breathe. 


Izzy laughs uproariously. 


"You're fuckin’ priceless, Duff" he says and rises from his seat, grabbing Duff by the ass and kissing him 
while still laughing. 


The others look on with mouths wide open, Slash's arms flailing in a futile attempt to both kickstart his 
breathing and shrug off Steven 


“Gnnnmmgghh!!" spouts Axl, Jim Beam dripping down his chin. 


‘Sorry, didn't quite catch that Ax," Duff says merrily, tearing his mouth away from Izzy who is smiling like a 


lunatic during full moon. 

Slash's face is now very red and he is clawing wildly at his throat. 

"Help!" he manages to wheeze out. "Help!" and Izzy obligingly hauls Steven off him, dropping him to the floor. 
Fuckers," Slash says darkly as his breathing resumes its normal rhythm and his face returns to its usual hue. 


"Better get used to it, guys," Duff tells them, throwing his arm around Izzy's shoulders. "You'll be seeing a lot 


more of this now that we're out in the open," and Axl gawps at him. 
"No fuckin’ way!" he yells, standing up and shaking his fist. 


"NO FUCKING WAY!" he repeats. "What you two do behind closed doors is your own business but I'm fucked if 
you think we're gonna just stand by and watch it" 


"Aww, c'mon man!" Duff implores. "Its not like we're gonna do it on stage or anything, Itll just be here. For 
your eyes only and no one else's. | promise!" he finishes, crossing his heart solemnly and Izzy cannot hold in his 
mirth as Axl grabs hold of Slash and starts shaking him wildly. 

"Say something," he begs. "Say anything!" and Slash's bottom lip wibbles. 

"Like what?" he whimpers, eyes glued to Duff who is grinning like the proverbial Cheshire cat. 


Steven moans from his prone position on the floor. 


"Are they done?" he asks. "Is it safe to stand up? Will my eyes be burnt out of their sockets? Is this a puddle 


of stale beer or did one of you fuckers piss on the floor and let me lay in it?" 


The cat chooses this moment to appear and proceeds to coil herself around Izzy's right leg. He bends down to 


pick her up and she purrs contentedly as he cuddles her close to his chest. 


"Looks like we have an ally, Duff," he says, stroking her gently. 

"YOU ARE NOT GETTING THE CAT!" Steven exclaims as he gets to his feet. 

Izzy holds her out but she refuses to leave his arms. 

"Her decision, man!" he tells Steven who looks bereft. 

"My life is shit," the drummer says mournfully, "and you're all bastards. | hope you all die of penis rot or anal 
infections or both," he adds before stamping his foot and flouncing out of the kitchen. He re-enters a mere 
second later, grabs the protesting cat from Izzy's arms and then flounces out again muttering something 


about making voodoo dolls and crucifying them. 


"Look what you've done to poor Stevie," Duff says, shaking his head in mock disappointment. "| hope you're 


proud of yourself, Slash. You are truly a horrible person 
Slash is practically speechless. 


"What the fuck did | do? | was just sitting here, minding my own fucking business. You're the one who walked in 


and asked Izzy if he wanted to fuck," he says with an incredulous expression. 

"That's true," Duff concedes "but then, its not like | was gonna ask youl" he adds with a smirk as he takes 
Izzy's hand. "C'mon Iz. | just got paid and now | wanna get laid!" he says and with that, they leave and head 
upstairs, Izzy laughing like a horse on speed. 

Axl and Slash stare after them and then stare at each other. 


"Round one to them, | guess," Slash says, his face a picture of absolute astonishment. 


Axl nods. "Yeah. But its only round one. And if they're so eager to go with this openness shit, | say we call 
their bluff 


Slash's mouth curls upwards into a lazy smirk 


"| like the sound of that," he tells Axl and they clink their bottles together to a toast of "Round Two!" 
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Steven is break dancing. Or rather, attempting to. Quite why, nobody knows. Why he's doing it to no 


accompanying music is an even bigger mystery. 

Slash has given up trying to figure it out and is instead enthusiastically working his way through a bottle of 
Jack. Axl is staring alternately at Steven and at the TV. Said TV is a piece of crap that no longer transmits any 
sound. Axl has become quite adept at lip-reading as a result but he's having trouble understanding today's 
news programme because the anchor woman is wearing an indecently low cut top combined with enormous 


breasts. It's hard to tear his eyes away from them. 


She could be announcing the imminent, government ordered mass execution of the country's unemployed, 


wannabe rock stars for all Axl knows, but if he's going out to the sight of big tits then he's happy. 

The front door opens, signalling the return of Duff and Izzy from a booze and food pilfering mission. The 
former being the imperative. Food won't get them off their faces although hallucinations from lack of it are 
not an unusual occurrence. 

"Hey!" grins Slash. "Romeo and Julian doth return!" 

Axl laughs. 


Izzy gives them both the finger. 


Duff scratches at his head and then asks if anyone's called an ambulance. On account of Steven seemingly 


having a seizure by the window. 


Steven is affronted. He'd like to see any of them try body popping like he can. In his own mind, he's quite the 


dancer. 


Even if his left leg is jammed uncomfortably behind his right ear at the moment and he's going to have to ask 
for help untangling himself. 


"We made out like bandits!" Izzy announces, looking very pleased indeed. 


"That's your own business," Slash chuckles. "I'm more interested in the food side of it myself" 


Duff glares at him. 
"Stow the smart remarks, dickface," he says "or you're not getting any dinner." 
"ll make my own then," Slash huffs and everyone laughs. 


"You're the equivalent of Steven's dancing when it comes to all things kitchen, Slasher!" Axl tells him with a 
grin and Slash can only shrug. Mainly because it's true. 


"Erm. guys? A little help here?" comes Steven's muffled, slightly panicked voice. "I'm having trouble breathing." 
Duff, ever the knight in shining armour, comes to his rescue and a grateful Steven bear hugs him. 

‘Careful there, Stevie!" says Axl. "Izzy's the jealous type!" and Slash sniggers into his Jack. 

Sighing, Duff heads for the kitchen with a glaring Izzy in tow. 

Slash and Axl exchange knowing glances and follow them. 


In the kitchen, Duff is hauling pots and pans from their one remaining intact cupboard while Izzy is unpacking ill 


gotten groceries. 


"This is a real scene of domestic bliss!" remarks Axl and Slash sniggers again. Axl throws him an annoyed look 


before continuing. 


"You two are like an old married couple. Which one's the wife?" he asks, looking totally serious and Slash can't 


help letting loose another snigger. 
"Drop dead Axl," Duff says eloquently while Izzy ignores them. 


"But I'm serious, Duff! | really wanna know which one of you plays what role in this “only gay for each other" 
thing you've got going on," Axl states, seemingly very interested in the answer. 


"Role?" says Izzy. "What the fuck is that supposed to mean?" 


"Ah, c'mon Iz!" Slash laughs. "He wants to know which one of you is the girl in this "luurve" story," and he 
emphasises the word "luurve" before sniggering again. 


"Is that the only sound you're capable of making Slash? Cos | can help you learn another one with a swift kick 
to your fuckin’ gonads," Axl snarls and Slash wisely says nothing. 


"Shut the fuck up. Both of you," Duff spits in irritation as he continues with his food prep. 


They're joined by Steven, who has caught the tail end of the conversation 


"Just answer the question, guys," he says. "We all want to know who tops. Or do you have a rota? Like a week 
on, week off sorta thing?" 


Slash brays laughter. 


"A rota!" he squeals. "Oh, I'll bet they fuckin’ do! Probably have it hung on the back of Duff's bedroom door!" 
and he doubles over, howling hysterically and slapping the palm of his hand against his thigh. 


Axl can't help joining in. 


"No need to be shy, boys!" he cackles. "After all, its not like we're asking this on stage! It's for our ears only!" 
and he leans heavily on Slash. 


Duff's face is a very pretty shade of pink. Izzy's is more of a murderous shade of red. 


Steven is just slightly perplexed. He really wants to know. He's a live and let live kind of guy and he likes to let 
his friends know he's interested in their lives. Even if it is inappropriate. 


Duff throws a frying pan at Slash's head, seriously damaging some of his curls. This serves only to increase 
the bastard's mirth. He is now on his knees, gasping out the word "Rotal" breathlessly. 


"You've had your fun," Izzy snarls. "Now go fuck yourselves," and Axl chokes. 
"Think we'll leave that to you and Duffy boy!" he snorts helplessly as Slash positively stutters for breath. 


‘Oh, Christ! Please stop. I'm gonna piss myself!" he wheezes and Axl clutches helplessly at Steven's hair in a 


failed attempt to stay upright. 
Duff quits his dinner preparations. 


"Make your own fuckin’ food. Hope you all choke on it," he says huffily before stalking out of the kitchen and 
then the house, a fuming Izzy following in his footsteps. 


Managing to regain some of his composure, Axl looks at Slash and gives him a wink. 


"Think we won that hands down," he says merrily and Slash can only nod his agreement through the tears 


rolling down his cheeks. 


Steven's scalp hurts. Axl had really yanked on his hair hard. And he is not pleased. Along with his dancing, he's 
quite proud of his hair. 


"Time to end this," he thinks. "My hair depends on it” 
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They're halfway through tonight's set and Izzy's distraction is getting worse by the minute. Why the fuck has 
Duff decided to take his shirt off? And those jeans he's got on. They're so tight across his ass, there's no way 
he could possibly be wearing anything underneath them. Shirtless, commando Duff. Oh, dear God! 

Izzy whimpers. He sincerely believes the blonde is trying to induce a stroke in him. How the fuck is he 
supposed to concentrate? And then Duff gives him THAT smirk. The one that always goes straight to his cock. 
He strums a bum chord and fumbles to get himself back on track. 

Axl glares at him. Great! Now he's both horny AND terrified And they still have at least another hour to play. 


He shoves his guitar further down his body to make sure it covers his hard on and sighs deeply. 


Duff saunters over to him, grinning madly. He leans in, hair falling across both their faces so they're slightly 


hidden from view and puts his mouth to Izzy's ear. 


"You ok there?" he asks. "You look a little distracted," and then the bastard licks Izzy's ear, biting softly at the 


lobe. This time, Izzy strums several bum notes and Axl leaves out a demonic howl. 


"We're taking a five minute break, people!" the singer tells the slightly bewildered crowd. "Cos | need to kick the 
crap out of our rhythm guitarist!" 


With that, he throws down his mic, grabs Izzy by the arm and hauls him unceremoniously offstage. 
They're closely followed by the other three. 


In their dressing room, Axl shoves Izzy onto the dilapidated sofa and stands in front of him, hands on hips, 


staring at him murderously. 
Izzy gulps, sure that Axl is going to make good on his threat to kick him crapless. 
Then Axl turns around, grabs Duff by the hair and throws him down next to Izzy. 


"What the fuck do you two think you're playing at?" he snarls, fists clenched by his sides. 


Izzy looks at Duff and then back at Axl. 

"Sorry," he murmurs. "It's just hard to concentrate when Duff's half naked and going commando!" 

Duff giggles, Slash chokes, Axl splutters and Steven sneezes. 

"Here's the deal, Stradlin," the singer fumes. "If you don't stop staring at Duff, I'm gonna make him wear a 
trench coat and balaclava every fucking gig from now on. You got that?" he finishes and Izzy nods, swallowing 
hard. 


"Sorry," he says again 


"What's the big deal, Axl?" Steven says with a yawn, arms folded across his hairy chest, a drumstick in each 


hand. Axl looks at him. 


"Let ‘em look at each other. They're not doing any harm. And anyway, you were doing the exact same thing to 
Slash during our last gig!" he finishes. 


Axl blushes so hard, the entire room lights up. 

"I WAS NOT!" he states indignantly, staring at a defiant Steven 

"You were tool" the drummer retorts emphatically. "You tried to tell me you had indigestion but | was at the 
library the other day and | looked up its symptoms. They don't include salivating while staring at other men's 


asses!" he says with a toss of his blonde mane. 


"Jesus H. Christ!" breathes Izzy. "What the ever loving fuck were you doing in a library?" he asks Steven, as if 
this were the pertinent topic. 


| was following this girl who had the biggest rack I've ever seen and | kinda got lost. Then it started raining so 


| went inside," Steven explains. 


Izzy heaves a huge sigh of relief. It's ok. Steven is just stalking random women and using libraries as rain 


shelters. He's not trying to go all educated on them. 
Slash is rooted to the spot. He's staring at Axl in a completely dumbstruck fashion 


"My ass!" he thinks. "Axl was looking at my ass!" and he doesn't understand why this particular thought is 
sending waves of excitement through his body. He should really be more disturbed, he decides. 


Just then, the bar owner sticks his head round the door. 

"If you assholes don't get back out on that stage in two seconds flat, I'm gonna have my door men beat all of 
you to a fuckin pulp!" he yells and they rouse themselves out of their stupor, immediately going back to the 
show. 

Somehow, they manage to muddle through the rest of the set without further incident but are left feeling 
dejected when the owner decides to dock them fifty bucks along with their alcohol allowance because of their 
impromptu disappearing act. 


They decide to go home, the silence in the truck almost deafening on the ride. 


Once there, they break out their remaining booze stash and sit in the living room, looking awkwardly at each 


other. 

Duff sighs and lights up two cigarettes. He places one in Izzy's mouth and then turns to Axl. 

"Are we gonna talk about the elephant in the room or are we just gonna ignore it?" he asks. 

Steven is a little startled He knows he's not the world's most observant person but he's sure he would have 
noticed an elephant within the confines of the house. He wisely decides to say nothing and settles back in the 
recliner, waiting for whatever's going to happen next. 


Axl clears his throat, never taking his eyes off the floor. 


"All right," he says. "All right. Look. | was curious about what you two have going on," and he flicks his hand 
between Duff and Izzy just in case they thought he was referring to anyone else. 


"I got to wondering if it was just a physical attraction and it made me start checking all of you out. Not in a 
creepy, lecherous way," he adds hastily, "just in a sort of, well... "could another guy turn me on" type of way. 
And it turns that I'm not attracted to any of you. Well, apart from Slash's ass. And only when he wears 
leather pants," he finishes, still staring at the floor. 


Slash snorts. 


"Does that mean you checked out my ass while | was wearing shorts and jeans too?" he asks with a rather 


filthy grin and Axl groans. 
"Cos that would be ok," Slash says softly and Axl risks a glance at him. 
"Really?" he says, and Slash nods. 


"Well, this is a turn up for the books!" Steven says haughtily and stands up. "Now that we've established Duff 


and Izzy's "only gay for each other" thing is contagious, | will be moving out. Once I've found that big boobed 
girl,” he tells them and he makes to leave. 


"Sit the fuck down, Stevie," Izzy says fondly. "We're not contagious. This Axl and Slash attraction's been brewing 
for a while. | mean, seriously, Axl! You're the only one of us who willingly buries his head in Slash's neck while 
we're playing! No one else can bear to be upwind of him when he hasn't showered for days!" he states and 
with that, he and Duff crack up. 

Axl and Slash just look at each other. And keep looking. 

"Right," says Duff. "Me and Izzy are going to bed. And by the way, if you guys need any pointers, DO NOT 
FUCKING ASK US!" he tells them and he and Izzy leave, whispering excitedly and casting surreptitious glances 
back at Axl and Slash who are still gazing moonily at each other. 

Steven scratches at his head. 

"lm going to bed too," he announces. "On my own Or with the cat. And I'll hold off on the moving out thing. So 
long as all of you keep your new found love for each other out of my face!" he adds, and then ambles out, 
humming softly. 

Slash gets up and sits next to Axl. 


"Is it just my ass or are you up for checking out the rest of me?" he asks and Axl smiles shyly at him. 


"I think your ass is a good starting point!" he says and leans forward, planting a soft, hesitant kiss on the 
guitarists lips. 


Slash throws his arms around Axl's neck and looks straight into his eyes. 
"Let's go to bed I'd really like to check out ALL of you!" he grins and Axl couldn't agree more. 


THE END 


